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A full and true Account of one Mr. John Jones, a Gentteman's Son in Wil thire, whofe Father left him an Eſtate 
married a Lady of gieat Fortune in the ſame Place; but being reduced to Poverty and Want by riotous Living 
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afterwards hanyed his Mother cn a'Iree in the Orchatd. With the last dying Words of this Vretch, 


Mother's Door. 5 | 


VO Parents all that now, these Lines do hear, 
Observe them well, Pm sure you'll shed a tear, 

ITl.e ke of this scarce ever yet was known, 

The World it is very wicked grown. 
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She very tender was of her son dear, 


The best that could be bought this Son must wear, 


And all that he desir'd, she never it deny'd 
At length he grew to such a Height of Pride 


At Cards and Dice her Substance he'd confound, 


Nothing but vice did iu this Youth abound ; 
He oft would curse his mother to her Face, 
When $be did tell him of hñis wicked Race. 
At last unto a charmipg Maiden fair, 
He married was, as 1 to you declare, c 
Six hundred Pouuds he had with her ' tis known 
But har dear Parents they were dead and gone, 


He seemed for to love her as his Lite. | 
But vow observe what caused all this Strife; 
He on*a Wicked Harlot cast an eye, a 
And often would frequent her companv. 


The richest of Attire he would her buy, 
He Spar'd no cost, but let his Money fly, 
For to maintain his harlot in ber Pride, 
Nothing that sbe did ask must be dzuy'd, 


At last his wife of the same did here, 

And ott would »ay to him my dearest dear, 
These wicked cou ses that you do take in time, 
To Poverty they wlil bring me and mine, 

Two lovely Children hy his wife he had, | 
Which might have mite a Father's Heart full glad, 
But he was barbarous,crue!, and severe, 
To his wite, his mother and his children dear, 
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At last his substance very short did grow, 
Yet tolls wicked hariot would he gos; 
And when his Money it grew very scant, 
His Miss g:ew cold, and seetned diseontent. 
Saying this Trade will never da with me, 

- Then to his wife and chilerea would he flee, 
Their Rings an? Cloaths and all that he could find, 
He'd bring to her, their cries he did not mind, | 

* _ Atkst this course he could no longer run, 

His wile, poor soul, her substandelit was gone; 

1 5 His aged Mother had but little left, 


' And:lmost of her Senses was bercft. 15 
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One day as Miss and him together were. 
She ina passion said, Ido declare, 


If you some Money do net get for me 


I wilLn0 longer keep your Company. | 


7 
» 


Father do not my Mother kill, I pray 


For a bit of bread we have not touch'd to- day. 


He turu'd about, and on the child did gaze, 
The Devil did his Reason ed amaze, _ 

He with a Knife that was so keen and sharp, 
Did stab his ten er babe unto the heart. 

His loving Wife he saw the deed he'd do e, 
While ears did from her Eyes l ke fountains run, 
What! dot thou weep to see thy darling die, 
Iwill dispitch thee likewise instantly. 

Then withthe Knile that kill'd ber prfant dear, 
der throat he strighe did cut from Ear to Ear: 
T'ne other infentstraight aloud did cry, 

Tons Mother there a viecding lie. | 
| He straigh way went and took her by the hand, 

{ While the poor Behr did trembling staud: 
Fh lite J fain would $1ve, to it did say, 
But T do fear that „ou would me betray. 


But three years old this infant was no more, 
He also laid it wallowing in its Gore; - 
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And then to s2ar. h the House he did begin, 
Zut no money he chuld find therein. + 5 

So then straightway out of the House he went, 
Phe door did fasten, being discontent; 
Unto his agel M thee he didigo 
Whose ten ler Heart Wis over whel n'd with Woe, 
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is Motber straightway rose her son to mcet, 
And presently fetca'd him some {ood to eat: 
Say ing, you're melan holy my. dear Son: 
bm sorry, h: re ply'd, for what I've done, 
| For Joy his aged Mother weptamain, 
And will my Sov his wickedness retrain, : 
Thar l may Comfort have in thee my Son; / 
gut little did she pink what he hid done. 
At length this cru:l Wret ch so void of Grace, 
He with Fi baud vid strike her on the Face, 
And gagg'd her. month in dismal sort also, 
Aud by the hair he dragg'd her to and fro. 
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of twelve Hundred Pounds a Year, and 
„he killed his Wife and Children; and 
who was tried and executed this Aſſizes before his 
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Unto the Orchard be did drag her there, 
And on a tree hang*d her up by the Hair, 
Tving her aged arms likewise behind, 
Su yilng, now thy Money I'll go find, 2 
hen he had taken all that he could find, 
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But God above the Matter all doth KÜ˙OGBůx W 10 
Next Day one of the Neighbours did espy, 
His Motber hanging on a Tree so high, 
Tre same did raise the town, the Sight to see 


Who took her breathless Corpse from oft the tree. 


And running straightway for to call her Son, 
As soon as err un' o the house they came, } 
They found it fastened and no An;wer made, 
Which put their Hearts in further Fear and Dread. 


A Sightygvould make a Heart of stone to bleed, 


To see the Mother and her infants dear, Ex ol 
Lie in their Gore, Lord! what a Sight was there. 


*Aarder, O Lord, is hateful to thy Sight, 

__  livine Previdence brings it to light, 

Ju Murderer was tik.non the Road, 

And unto Justice brought with one Accord. 

| He was condemn'd to saffer for the same, 
And after Death fo: to. te hung in Chains: 

As soon as he came to the fatal Tree, | 
lle wept and wrung his hands taost bitterly, 

| Saying, Christians ali, pray for my sinful Soul, 
My Sins indeed are very gross and soul, 

My Wife, my Mother, a 4 iy Children dear, 
For Muiderir g them 1 now must suffer here, 


My infant's biood for Veugeance now doth cry, 
My Virtuous Wife she stands b-torg my Eyes, 
My age! Mother to, methinks I see: wy 
You gracciess Children all be rul'd by me. 

be su e you hun lewd Harlots Company, 
| Yon with a virtuons Wife may happy be, | 
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Tha: never did, nor thought me any ill. 
Ay can I cast my Eyes to Heaven high ? 
O blessed Saviour, do not me deny: | 
J hope gavd Christians tor my soul you'll pray, 
| Wreq this he spoke, the Cart it drew away, © 
Yau parents, and likewife you children pra 
Obſerve what I do ſay to you this day, re 
You children | 
| A Crown of 


rlory will be your reward, . 
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The Doors they then broke open with all Speed, 


But I crnel: Wretch ! her Blood most dear did Spill, 


mind your parents, ſerve the lord, - 


